AN ENGLISH COUNTRY TOWN 317

says stfil another; but if I be not much mistaken,
this stretch of green fields, these hills and valleys,
these hedges and fruit trees, this soft landscape,
is the England men love. In India and Canada
and Australia, in their ships at sea, in their knots
of soldiery all over the world, Englishmen must
close their eyes at times, and when they do they
see these fields green and brown, these hedges
dusted with the soft snow of blossoms, these
houses hung with roses and ivy, and when the
eyes open they are moist with these memories.
The pioneer, the sailor, the soldier, the colonist,
may fight, and struggle, and suffer, and proclaim
his pride in his new home, in his new possessions,
but these are the love of a wife, of children, of
friends; that other is the love, with its touch of
adoration, that is not less, nor more, but still
different, that mysterious mingling of care for,
and awe of, the one who brought you into the
world.

This is the England, I take it, that makes one
feel his duty to be his religion, and the England
that every American comes to as to a shrine.
When this is sunk in the sea, or trampled over
by a host of invading Germans, or mauled into
bankruptcy by pandering politicians and sour
socialists, one of the most delightful spots in the
whole v\torld will have been lost; and no artist